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Duff buried his face in the pillows of his powerfully overpriced bed, and suddenly the thought occurred to him, 
"Are these pillows stuffed with goose feathers or duck feathers?" 


Maybe he'd call room service later and find out. 
Or maybe he was just trying to occupy his mind from, 


"Slash," He sighed helplessly. "I don't get it, he's all I've been thinking about for the past three days, what is the 
fucking matter with me?" 


He banged his head against the headboard of the bed and yelled in pain, not expecting it to hurt so damn much. 


"Ahhhh, fucking hardwood. That's going to leave a bruise tomorrow, the bastard," he hissed. 

He turned, lying face up on the bed and putting his arms behind his head. Slash had been his only thoughts, 
day and night, for the past few days and he was getting sick and tired of it. His mind had better things to 
focus on than Slash, but then again it didn't. It wasn't that he couldn't find anything to occupy himself; it was 
just that he didn't want to not think about Slash. 

Every time their eyes met Duff felt himself go quite woozy, like he was drunk, but still able to understand 
what was going on. Then when Slash would look away he'd find the whole effect worn off and would go back to 
normal, but his thoughts still want Slash. 

*Slash, SLASH! * His mind screamed. 

"Shut up, stop it, why do you want Slash? Why?" 

*Because you love-; * 

But suddenly Duff burst into song, 

‘Lalalalalalala | can't hear you brain" 

*Jeez why do | have to get the dumbest person ever? * 

"Hey, shut up!" 

Suddenly Slash walked into the room. Duff jumped and sprang upright on the bed. 

"Oh shit," he said out loud when he saw Slash. 


"What?" Slash looked a little offended, "Am | not welcome? After all it is half my room, for the time being." 


Duff shook his head but no words came out. The drunken feeling was coming again, but soon went away when 


Slash turned to grab a Jack Daniels from the mini fridge. 
"Erm..no Slash, you are welcome..uh anytime, day or night" 


Wait; did that sound like an invitation to come at night? Duff thought to himself, but Slash didn't really seem 


to notice and just sat down with a Jack in his hand. 


"So Duff, whatve you been doing all night?" 


Slash asked with a small smirk playing on his lips. 


"Uh, | was just about to call room service," Duff stuttered, even though he wasn't. 


"Okay... what's stopping you?" 
"Uh..nothing," Duff looked from side to side and Slash raised an eyebrow. 
"Go ahead then, call room service." 


Duff was petrified, he didn't know what to order or ask, but he didn't want to make a complete ass of himself 


on front of Slash, so he picked up the phone and called room service. 


"Uh..hello, room service? Yeah..l.] was just, er.. wondering if, uh..if you knew, whether the.erm, pillows are 


made from..goose feathers or duck feathers?" 

Slash gave Duff the strangest look and then took another gulp of Jack Daniels from the bottle. 
"Okay thanks." 

"Well Duff, what was is it?" Slash said with a snigger. 

"Actually it was made from neither, it was made with chicken feathers, so there." 

Slash laughed violently while Duff brought a hand to his face in embarrassment. 

*I've made a total ass of myself. * 


But suddenly he felt a hand hold his own, and pull it down from his face. It was Slash, and the bottle of Jack 
had been left aside. Duff panicked and yanked his hand away from Slash. 


"Dude, what's the matter? You've been acting funny to me for, like the past three days. What's up?" 
Slash was nice enough about it, but you could tell he was quite concerned about Duff. 


Duff sighed and lowered his gaze to the ground, he took a breath about to speak, but Slash lifted his chin up 


to face him and said, 
"Listen Duff, if you're going to start spilling out why you are acting weird then tell _me_ not the floor." 


Duff felt quite angry. Now this whole thing was made ten times harder because he had to say it while drunk 


on Slash's gaze. The whole message would come out in a big mess. 
"Duff what is it? Am | getting on your nerves? Do you not want us sharing a room, or something? Is it-;' 


"Slash," Duff interjected. 


Slash looked at Duff and breathed heavily, "Yes?" 
"L.l think | love you." 


TBC 


Slash's Reaction 
Slash's entire body tensed, 
"What.what did you say Duff?" He asked. 


| looked at the ground again, though this time Slash didn't try to make me look up. With a deep breath | 
repeated what I'd said. 


Again his whole body flexed, as if the words were like rocks, hitting him all over his chest and his arms. 
| twiddled with my hair, biting my bottom lip and tapping my foot nervously on the ground. Why wasn't Slash 
saying anything? It would make the situation a litle bit more comfortable if Slash just spoke. But the guitarist 


sat dazed, chugging on his bottle of Jack trying to calm his nerves, which were obviously driving him crazy. 


His hands were shaking violently and his eyes were shuffling all over the room, as if he had committed a crime 


and was being questioned on it. 
| finally plucked up the courage and tried to speak to Slash. 
"Erm..S-Slash. Are you okay?" 


And then it occurred to me what a stupid question this was as | looked at a twitching Slash. Of course he 


wasn't okay. 

"No Duff.l've been better" He mumbled. 

"Yeah, | suppose you have" 

Slash stood up from the chair, almost falling over on his legs as he did, and walked to the door, opening it 

"| cant deal with this right now Duff" he whispered, leaning against the open door. 

"No Slash don't leave please," | stood up, but Slash had already walked out of the door. 

| desperately wanted to follow but then thought it would be pointless. Slash was obviously not the best at 
handling things like this; | knew that before | told him. But there was a little part of me that really wished that 


Slash might just feel the same. 


The worst part of this ordeal was that we have a gig to go to in about an hour, and | would have to play on 
stage with a disoriented Slash. 


*Why couldn't you have just LIED to him? * 


My mind screamed at me, tearing me apart inside. 


Next thing there was a knock at the door. | removed my head from the oven and went to answer it. It was 


Steven, probably coming to tell me that we had to leave for the gig now. 
"Hey Steven, have you seen.seen Slash..anywhere, at all?" | asked. 

Steven raised one eyebrow, 

"No. Why?" He asked suspiciously. 

| shook my head violently, 


"No reason, nope, none at all," | said, my voice going up a pitch. | cleared my throat and smiled guiltily at the 


drummer. Again Steven gave me a suspicious look before dragging me out by my arm. 


| followed him down the stairs and out into the tour bus. | sat at the front of the bus beside Steven, far away 


from Slash, who was sitting down beside Axl. 


The drive to the concert was a nightmare. Axl was ranting on about how we should all play until the blood was 


about to gush out of our fingers. It was actually one of Axl's more promising speeches. 


When we got into the stadium we had five minutes to get ready, we were very late. But then again we always 


were. 


| grabbed my bass and walked onto the stage along with everyone else. We all had to wait for Axl to finish 
introducing the band, before Slash burst into the introduction for Paradise City. 


| looked over at Slash, who was topless playing his guitar with fingers like tap dancers. Oh god | loved him. | 
couldn't have kept it to myself for much longer. | knew that now. 


| decided to stop my eyes from wandering over to Slash | would give full concentration to my bass. Yes, my 


bass and the background singing. 

Okay the solo now; I'll have to really give the bass one hundred percent. 

Slash's guitar cried as he plunged into the paradise city solo, ripping the chords out across the whole stadium. 
| forced myself to look at the bass. 


Crap, | want to look at him really bad. The guitar, the way he plays it seems almost intimate. 


| can't help myself. | looked over to where he was the last time | saw him playing, but he wasn't there at all. | 
looked all around and found him standing right behind me, playing the solo. | looked at him and he smiled. Thank 


god, he smiled. | smiled back at him, more gratefully than anything else. He came behind me closer until he was 


right up against me, | gasped. 


He put the guitar over me and started to play, almost holding me without holding me. | laughed at him, and 


despite the loud music in my ear, | could hear him laugh too. 
After a few minutes he pulled away and didn't come anywhere near me for the rest of the show. 
TBC. 


(Sorry if this ended a bit abruptly but | needed to finish it to go somewhere. And also in my opinion it's not as 


good as the first one, so sorry. Go easy on me; there will be another chapter.) 
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After the Concert 


When the concert was over, | decided that the best thing to do was get a taxi straight back to the hotel, and 
not go out for a drink with the rest of the band. As much as | wanted to talk to Slash off the stage, | thought 
that he wouldn't exactly feel comfortable talking to me. After all | had only just told him how | felt and even 
though he, ‘held me,’ on the stage, | came to the conclusion that he only did it to apologise for the way he 
acted earlier that night. Not to hint that he felt the same for me as i did for him, which-in the heat of the 
moment on stage- | might have thought that's what he was hinting at. 


| wanted to get away quickly without attracting much attention from the rest of the band. | thought that if | 
was to go, they would eventually realise | had gone back to the hotel. Unfortunately it wasn't as easy as | had 
thought it might be. On my way out of the backstage door, | didn't know that would be the door the rest of 


the band would be coming out of as well. 


| walked out of the door and looked around me for the taxi. When | spotted it | smiled, lifted my bass and ran 
over to the car. Of course | knew that | could have just called around the limo, but the rest of the band would 


be really pissed if | did A taxi was the best way to go about getting to the hotel. 


| chucked the bass into the back of the cab and was about to jump in on top of it, when | realised that | had 


forgotten my wallet in my dressing room. | scowled and cursed myself, hitting my head on the roof of the car. 
"Ouch!" | howled, 


| rubbed my forehead with the palm of my hand. WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH ME? | know that if | hit my 
head off something it's going to hurt, so why do | continue to do it? 


| shook myself and made my way back through the stage door. 


When | got to my dressing room, | reached into my pocket for the keys to my room. Fumbling with them, 
trying to find the correct one. 


When | thought | had the right key | put it in the lock and turned. | was about to open the door when | felt a 
tap on my back. | jumped and turned quickly around to face whoever had tapped me. It was Axl, along with the 
rest of the band. 


"Duff, are you coming to get a drink with us?" Axl asked, peering at me with his violet tinted sunglasses. 


| stuttered trying to answer him. | looked at the rest of the band and they were all talking amongst 
themselves. When | looked to Slash though, he was looking intently at me along with Axl. | couldn't look away 
from him, and | knew that if | didn't look away soon Axl was going to get suspicious, as well as pissed off that | 


wasn't answering him. 


"Um..you know, | think I'll not bother going tonight, okay?" | said, pointing my face to Axl but my eyes were on 
Slash. 


He raised his eyebrows, obviously not expecting that for an answer. 
"Why the fuck not?" Asked Axl, shrugging his shoulders. 


| had never hated Axl more than | hated him at that moment. Why the fuck did he need an explanation? | 
scowled at him and said quietly, 


"| just don't want to go." 


Axl looked at me with probing eyes, obviously wanting to ask more questions, but the drink was calling out to 


him and he walked out with the rest of the band, all on their way to the bar. 


| sighed and pushed open the door. The wallet was on the dressing table at the end of the room. | stumbled 
over and grabbed the wallet fiercely, turned around and walked back out, slamming the door on the way. 


When | got into the taxi | put my head in my hands and sighed. | could tell Slash knew that | didn't go because 
of him. | could see it in his eyes. | removed my head from my hands and threw it back on the chair, turning it 
so that | could look out of the window on the other side of the car. | gasped at what | saw. It was Slash, looking 
at me from across the taxi. The same taxi | was in. 

| opened my mouth, but nothing came out. My eyes widened and my hands were shaking so badly that | wanted 
to bite them off. | was so angry at how | was acting towards him. | couldn't look at him anymore or | would 
explode, so instead | looked at my hands, trying to figure out a way to stop them from shaking. 

To my shock Slash reached over and grabbed them both in his. He smiled, and | wanted to jump on him. | felt 
like such a queer bastard even thinking all the stuff going on in my head that | wanted to do to him, but | 
loved him so much that | would kill for him, | would die for him. 

"Don't," he said, laughing slightly at my shaky expression 

"Don't what?" | asked. 


"Don't act like.." he made a face and gestured his open hands towards me. "Like..this." 


"What are you talking about? And why aren't you out drinkin’ with the rest of the guys?" | asked, raising an 


eyebrow. 
He put a finger to his lips, telling me to be quiet. 


"Duff? Did you mean what you said earlier?" 


| took it that he was talking about how | loved him, so | nodded frantically. 
He shook his head, almost disappointed with the answer. Maybe he was hoping that | was drunk earlier. 


"This is your stop guys," the taxi driver croaked in the front seat. 
"Okay thanks," | hissed, throwing money into the front to him and getting quickly out of the cab. 


Slash hurried out after me with the bass, handing it to me as we both stood in the middle of an empty hotel 


car park 

"So..what are we going to do?" | asked. 

He lowered his eyebrows, 

"Let's go to your room," he said, making his way into the hotel. 


| stood star struck for a second, before following him intently right up to my room. Again | had to fumble with 
the keys before finding the right one and opening the door. 


We both immediately took a seat on opposite sides of the room, which | noticed to be the exact places we 
were sitting this morning when | told him that i loved him. | looked to him and | could see his body tense. He 
was nervous and looking to the ground thoughtfully. 

| was feeling quite depressed with the way he was acting, so | got up and went over to the far end of the 


room to get a beer. | reached in to grab one, but suddenly felt two hands hold my waist. | was taken off guard 
at first, but when | found that Slash didn't take his hands away, | turned to receive his hold. 


His eyes were even more fixating than a drug. | wanted to kiss him but there was no way he'd let me. | didn't 


want to get carried away with myself here. 

"Is this what you want Duff?" he asked, smiling slyly. 

| nodded excitedly, trying to hold back my smiles 

"Duff. love you as a friend, a very good friend but-;' 

| couldn't here this; | didn't want to hear his excuses. What | wanted to do was kiss him. | knew he didn’t love 
me; | didn't need him to justify it. But | loved him, so | put a finger on front of his mouth to quiet his 


explanations and kissed him. 


He stepped back but | followed him, further and further until he had fallen back on his chair again. His hands 


were on my waist where they always were, and he was kissing back to my delight. | was on his knee, holding 


his face in my hands. 
| pulled away and whispered to him over and over again, 


"I love you Slash, | love you." 


He looked up at me, 
"Duff..maybe | can try to love you too.” He smiled. 


| kissed him again fiercely, my tongue penetrating his mouth. | could hear his muffled laughs from beneath my 


kiss. This made me laugh as well actually. 

| lifted him up from the chair and led him to the bed. He sat down and | towered over him. 

"Are you ready?" | asked. 

He didn't answer, but | sat down beside him anyway. | put my hand on his hand and pressed my lips lightly to 
his. They quivered. | pulled back and | could feel his hands shaking violently. | held his hand tighter and kissed 
him quickly. 

“Slash, what's wrong?" | asked, moving back. 

"Nothing," he said, his voice going up a pitch. 


| leaned in to kiss him again, but he moved away quickly and muttered something under his breath, before 
putting his hand to his head and pacing the room. 


"Slash! What's wrong?" | asked again 
He stopped, 

"Duff." he pulled me up to him by my denim jacket and kissed me, "I can't do this 

He grabbed his leather jacket and looked sullenly at me, 

"Im so sorry. | cant," he shrugged and walked out the door. 

| don't really remember what happened next. All | can remember was grabbing a twelve pack from the fridge, 
tears streaming down my face before banging my head against the headboard of the bed. Though this time 


hitting my head didn't hurt at all. | was numbed by the hurt, sadness and alcohol, before | finally slipped 


unconscious. 
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"Where the hell am i?" 


| woke up from my unconscious state, and found myself in a room that wasn't my own. This room, | didn't 
particularly like very much. It was too white and had too many sharp objects around. Someone could really get 
hurt with random, sharp objects abandoned all over the place. 


| looked around and saw some sort of a bleeping monitor on a desk beside me. 

"Where the hell am |?" | mused to myself. 

| looked down at the rest of my body and yelped. There were all these wires and tubes sticking out of me. | 
sat up in the rock hard bed | was on and searched frantically around the room with my eyes, trying to find 


the slightest clue of where | was. Suddenly my gaze set upon a sign that was hung on the sidewall of the 
room. The sign read: 


BEVERLY HILLS HOSPITAL, BHH. 


| closed my eyes and re-opened them, making sure | wasn't having some sort of an illusion. The sign was still 
there. That was it. | was in a hospital! 


"What the hell did | do last night?" | said aloud as | lowered my shaking body back into the bed. 

All | remembered was drinking. Drinking A LOT, because Slash...Slash left me. He led me on and then left me in 
misery. | hated him! Thinking about him at that moment made me despise him even more than | hated Axl's 
ranting. Slash had made a torn, crumpled mess out of my heart. 

"Well fuck him!" | hissed out loud, my eyes lowering and my face tensing with anger. 

Suddenly the door at the side of the room opened and a woman walked in. It had to be my nurse. The uniform 
was quite skimpy, like a prostitute stripper would wear, but much more tasteful. Her hair was tied back with 


two strands falling on front of her face. Jesus she was hot. 


| looked up at her and she was writing notes in a little jotter in her hand. She looked really thoughtful and 


smart, which turned me on so much, because | had always been attracted to smart girls. 

*Especially smart girls with slut nurse skirts. * 

"Yeah," | said aloud before covering my mouth, because | meant to say it to myself. 

To my relief the girl just smiled and brushed a strand of the loose hair away from her face. Unfortunately 


the next thing she did was pull a needle out of her pocket and almost stab me to death with it. Well, maybe 
not stab me to death with it, but she did inject it into me and it really hurt. 


"Are you alright?" she asked me. | nodded my head wearily. 

She smiled at me and was about to go out of the room when | -out of sheer lust and maybe out of anger at 
Slash's behaviour- grabbed her wrist, so that she turned to face me. Then | said something so risky that | 
wanted to kill myself when | said it to her. 

"You're gorgeous, | want to fuck you so bad" 

She stood star-struck for a minute while | thought to myself, 


*She'll either slap you or she'll ignore it. * 


But to my great joy she did neither. She just patted my hand so that | let go of her wrist and she sat down 
on the hospital bed beside me. 


"The drugs must be working on you," she laughed. 

*Drugs..where? * | thought, looking around me excitedly. 

"Maybe you don't take well to injections?" she asked me with a nod of her head. 

*0h, the medicine she injected me with, that's what she's talking about..how disappointing. * 

She smoothed the hair from my forehead and | grabbed her hand and kissed it. She pulled it away softly. 
"You don't take injections well at all. Look at you, you're all pale." 

| ignored her cooing, 

"What's your name babe?" | asked. 


"Cindy. You're Duff | presume? I'm your nurse Duff, | got your name from my notes," she gestured toward 


the jotter lying on the bed. 
| was starting to feel quite dizzy, which | thought was probably the effect of the drugs. 


"The drugs might make you feel quite dizzy so you might want to lie back," she suggested, pushing my body 
gently back on the bed. 


| grabbed her waist and laughed playfully, she let me do it funnily enough. Then | asked her, 


"Cindy? What happened to me last night? Why am | in here?" 


She frowned and a small crease crossed her forehead. 


"You drank thirty cans of beer and dropped unconscious. You suffered quite a bad head injury," she patted my 
hand, while | looked at her, shaking my head slowly from side to side. 


"But.but who brought me here?" | asked 

She shrugged and looked out of the door quickly, before turning to face me again 
"A man He had blonde hair and denim trousers on | think his name was-;" 
"Steven?" | suggested. She nodded her head frantically. 

"Steven, that was it" 


| smiled and nodded my head. Good old Steven, always the saviour. | looked at Cindy, who had gathered her 
slamming body up from the bed; again ready for walking out, when | grabbed her and kissed her. | was thankful 
when she gave in to the kiss and had not tried to pull away. 


Her hands were not shaking like Slash's were, and her lips weren't quivering either. | had her the way | could 
never have him. This thought made me want to scream, but instead | pulled the very attractive girl into a 
tighter embrace, and kissed her harder and more passionately. She tugged my hair and gently and massaged 


my back. | pulled back from the kiss to come for air before pulling her to me again. 


But the mood of me changed when she laughed. She laughed just like Slash had laughed when | had kissed him. | 
pushed her gently away and looked down to the bed. | picked up one of the wires that had been plugged to me 
and made a fist around it. | was angry. Angry at Slash, angry at the nurse for reminding me of Slash, angry at 


myself for thinking of Slash in the first place, for letting him play with my feelings for him. Because that's 
what he did, he played with me. 


Cindy was backing away from me, and putting on her little nurse's hat, which had fallen off in the heat of the 
moment. | let her go this time, but soon looked up when | heard her give a little yelp of surprise. She 


apologised to a man who | couldn't see at the minute, as her body was blocking his image. 


As she slowly moved away from the man, | gasped and put a hand to my mouth. It was Slash. He looked very 
sad and a little bit annoyed. | tried to put on an angry face, but | felt it weaken the more | looked at his face. 
He seemed so miserable. What was the matter with him? | thought. Then the thought came to me, 


*How long has he been standing there? * Long enough to see me kissing that girl maybe? Is that why he 
looked angry and sad? But why would he care? He didn't want me, why would he care if | kissed a girl. If 
anything he should've looked happy and relieved. But he didn't, and | started to feel my face slacken its tight, 


annoyed look as his face began to look even more dejected. 


"How long have you been standing there?" | asked, with no particular tone. 

"Long enough," he grunted, folding his arms and walking towards me. 

"What'd you see Slash?" | asked, looking up at his arched and angry figure. 

"Goddamit Duff | saw everything!" he yelled, throwing his hands in the air. 

"What's the matter with you?" | hissed. 

His face changed from angry to confused in a very short second. He looked at me with puppy eyes and again | 
felt drunk, but | wouldn't let myself give way to the looks he gave me, or the speeches he made, or how 
freaking hot he was, because | was just too angry with him. 


He put his fists down on the bed and leaned on them, he was looking into my eyes, 


"Do you know what you did? Please tell me it was the morphine she injected you with. Please tell me it was the 


damn drugs," he begged me. 

Why did he care so much now? He didn't seem to care last night. | was a little too shocked to answer him so | 
just shook my head, knotting my eyebrows. He looked to me and saw me shaking my head. He sighed and 
clasped my face in his hands. | looked at his quivering lips. I'd never noticed they quivered so much, but he 


looked so wretchedly enticing to me. 


| thought about the girl in the nurse's uniform. | tried to remember how much of a babe she was, but all | 


could see was him. 


He brought his hands away from me and backed away against the wall, banging against it and dropping to the 


floor. | looked at him and wondered if he had been drinking before he came to see me. 

"Have you been drinking Slash?" | asked. 

He looked at me and smiled mockingly, throwing his hands on to his lap. 

‘Of course | have!" He yelled | was taken aback but | still stared him bravely in the eye, even though the fact 
he was in the room with me made me want to smile happily. But | was angry, how could | love him if | was 
angry with him? 


He gathered his languid body from the floor and came over to me, grabbing my hands in his own. 


"Duff? What'd you do when | left last night?" he asked me. | looked at him and | could see his eyes watering. | 
really couldn't answer him but | had to force myself. | took a breath and told him, 


"| drank..a lot." | said, my voice shaky and out of tune. 
"How much?" 


"So much that..that | got knocked unconscious." | whispered. He immediately let go of my hands, and his pupils 


were so wide | could hardly see the colour of his eyes anymore. 
He stood up and paced the room. He liked to pace the room when he was upset. 


"| put you in here," | could hear him murmuring. | wanted to say that he did, | wanted to hurt him, but | 


couldn't. 
"No you didn’t Slash," | told him over and over again. 
"Duff it is my fault. If | didn't leave last night you wouldn't be here," he yelled. 


| couldn't argue with him on that account, but | didn't think that Slash was all that worried that he had put me 


in hospital, | think he was more annoyed about something that he wasn't telling me. 

"Duff, why'd you kiss her?" Slash whispered 

"Why do you care?" | hissed at him. 

"Duff, | thought you loved me. You fuckin’ told me you loved me, and when | come to terms with it.this’ 
"WHAT? You expect me to love you after you led me on?" 

"Huh?" 


| was getting annoyed, and | couldn't stand the sight of all these tubes on my arms, so in a rage | tore them 
all off me and jumped out of the bed so that | could glare into Slash's face. 


"Slash, you led me on last night. | trusted you, | thought you meant it, that you would try to love me like | 


love you so much. " 

He looked at me and he wrapped his arms around me. 

"Duff. | do love you, and | didn't lead you on" 

But in my state of confusion | didn’t believe him. | tore his arms from me and glared at him, 


"| don't believe you. Why should |?" | screamed, before turning and kicking the heart monitor machine. 


"Duff, please don’t, I'm telling the truth, | do love you." 


| wanted to believe him, but | couldn't take the risk So | just scowled at him before turning and running out of 


the hospital. 
| ran down the street and when | was sure Slash wasn't going to follow me, | collapsed in an alleyway on 
Seventy-fourth Street and began to cry. | hadn't cried since | was seven years old, but | was crying now. And | 


hated it, more than anything. 


*You love him. You love him. Why are you doing this, you blew it with him, that was probably the only chance 


he will give you and you blew it. No wonder he doesn't love you. * 
"He does love me," | cried. 


*Then why'd you leave him standing in that hospital Duff? He said he loved you, he admitted he didn’t lead you 
on. He wanted you, and you totally bollixed it up. * 


| put my hands to my face and held them there. 
"| know." 


TBC 


Disclaimer: The characters don't belong to me, these things never happened. There will be another chapter. No 


money is being made from these at all. 


Cassandra 


| decided that there was no way | was going back to face Slash that night, and maybe not even the next night, 
or the night after that in fact. The humiliation would be too much, not to mention the fact that | had been a 
complete idiot. | know | should just go and tell him that | loved him like | did it before but it seemed so fucking 
hard. It was like | was showing a sign of weakness which | knew had always been there but | would be too 
afraid to let the band know any weakness in me. They'd just use it against me every day, and | didn't want that 
at alll 


| walked up the little narrow alley and out into the big city streets. Drug dealers in my every direction that | 
found it so hard to refuse the ‘products' they were selling. After all | am only human, and hardly anyone can 
resist a quick snuff to make you high when they're at an all time low. 


| kicked an empty can of beer the whole way down the street when | came to a liquor store. 
"Should |?" | asked myself. 


| reached into my filthy jeans pocket and pulled out ten dollars and an empty packet of cigarettes. | nodded my 
head and walked into the store, 


"Can | have an extra big bottle of Jack Daniels?" | muttered to the fat, pig-faced shopkeeper. 


He grabbed a bottle from the top shelf and handed it to me. | gave him the money and walked quickly out of 
the store, running down the street with the bottle under my coat. 


| stopped and pulled out the bottle, twisting the lid off and chugging it down as if | would die if | didn't have it. | 
looked at the shop window that | was standing in front of and saw the cover of the ‘Appetite for Destruction, 
album, alongside a huge poster of the band. 


| moaned when | saw how we were all set out. Axl was standing with his arms folded, Izzy was leaning his head 
on Steven's shoulder, and | was there with my arm swung over Slash's neck. | remembered taking that photo. | 
had practically pushed Axl out of the way to get to be beside Slash, which believe me isn't an easy thing to do. 
Pushing Axl out of the way is like asking for a fight. Though | pulled it off quite well and Slash was none the 


wiser. 
My stomach felt sore. | clutched at it with both my hands and squeezed. 


"It isn't fuckin’ fair," | moaned, holding the bottle in my hand even tighter. The drink was taking a mild effect, 
though | wasn't drunk. 


"Its fuckin’ NOT FAIR!" | shouted, smashing the bottle against the store window. 


| gasped at what I'd done and ran down the street as fast as | could, away from the angry manager. My feet 
kept galloping on the ground, kept running until | couldn't hear him shouting anymore. | looked over my shoulder 
and saw that the man had given up and was walking back to his store. | stopped running and could hear horns 
beeping. Looking on front of me | saw two headlamps of a truck coming towards me. | jumped out of the way 
and into a big thorny bush at the side of the road. Car horns were buzzing in my ears and truck drivers were 
getting out of their cars to see what the commotion was about. All | could see were two bright lights, shining 
in my eyes. | lay my head on the grass in exhaustion and-with the bristles of the bush still scratching at my 


body | fell unconscious. 


The next morning | awoke with a pounding headache, 


"Whoa, what the fuck, fuck, fucking hell happened to me?" then | remembered the car and the booze and it all 


became clear, "Shit on me" 

But | was in a bed | felt the quilts with my fingers and raised and eyebrow, 

*Wait a minute. this isn’t right. * | thought. *l fell asleep in a bush. * 

"Jesus Christ Im not in hospital again am 1?" | said aloud, though | wasn't quite sure who | was talking to. 


"No Duff, you aren't in hospital," a familiar voice said. | looked over to the direction the voice was coming from. 


Steven. 
"How..when... but where did you..huh?" | was very confused. He laughed at me and | sighed. 
"How did you find me?" 


"Well, Axl asked me where you were. | said, ‘How the fuck should | know? so he told me to fuckin’ find you or 


he would tear my hand off. That sort of made me scared to go back without you," he replied seriously. 
"Uh..okay." 


"So Duff..what happened to you? You've been acting very strange the past few days, is there something | 
should no about?" he asked, grabbing my hand. 


| looked at him and shook my head, "No..no there's nothing, just leave it!" | said firmly. He shrugged his 
shoulders and let my hand go. 


"Fine." 


"Well fine then," | said mockingly. 


"Duff, do you know how long you've been away for?" Steven asked bluntly. | thought for a while, 
"Um, two days?" | suggested. Stevens's mouth dropped open and his hand fell to his side. | was a little worried 
"You..you think you've been gone for two days?" Steven asked. | nodded nervously, 

"Duff, you've been gone for a week" 


| wasn't quite sure | heard him right at first, but as it all sunk in it made perfect sense. | was obviously in the 


hospital for more than a day. 
"But..l don't believe it" 
"Believe it Duff, you hit your head nice 'n' good that night. Why'd you drink so much anyway?" 


| didn't answer him; | didn't even want to think about it. | knew that when Steven went I'd go and find Slash and 
sort this all out. 


"Anyway Duff, you need to sleep..in fact, we should get Axl in here to show him that you're here again. I'll go 
get him" 


Steven looked at his threatened hand and kissed it, thanking God it was still on his wrist instead of in a little jar 
in Axl's room. Creepy. He walked out of the room and slammed the door after him, causing my head to scream 
in pain. | grabbed it. Everything seemed against me in life. Slash seemed against me, my head seemed against 
me, my memory seemed lost as always. 

*| want Slash. * 

"Wait a second!" 

*But | want him now! * 

"Great, now I'm talking to myself.” 

The door jolted open and Axl came storming in, thunder in his eyes. 


"And just where the fuck have you been the past week?" He hissed. 


"Um..uh, hospital Axl," | whispered. His eyes seemed to calm a bit and his face wasn't as red and angry looking. 


In fact, he looked quite concerned. 


"Oh..are you alright?" he asked. | nodded my head quickly. Axl turned to Steven. 


"Why the hell didn't anyone tell _ me _?" Axl demanded, pointing a finger to his chest. 
"Axl, you kept saying you were fuckin’ busy every time | tried to tell you." 

Axl shook his head in frustration and muttered, 

"As long as Duff's okay it doesn't fucking matter," and he stomped out of the room. 
Steven rolled his eyes and was about to leave when called him, 

"No! Don't go, | want to go with you," | whispered innocently. 

"Um..okay," Steven looked quite surprised, "C'mon then" 


| clambered out of the bed and steeped onto the floor in the clothes | was wearing yesterday. | looked at the 
torn seam of my denim jacket, and the loose and tattered leather jeans. They'd have to do for seeing Slash. 


Steven was walking down the hall at an incredible speed and | was jogging after him, trying to slow him down. 
"Steven?" He wasn't listening. "Steven.Steven... Steven please..FUCKIN' STOP!" | screamed in frustration He 
turned around with wide eyes and | blushed at my own outburst. "Please?" | added softly. He turned and began 
walking again, but at a speed | could match with. 

"Steven, where's Slash?" | asked timidly. 

He turned and looked at me. "I think he's with the rest of the band downstairs and some girl's with them." 

| was confused. A girl? "Uh..a girl? What's her name? What's she doing here?" 

"| think..| don't know," he confessed. 

When we got to the rest of the band, they were all circled around the room, talking to different people. Steven 
walked off into the next room, were Slash must've been because he wasn't in this room. | decided to stay in 
here and talk with Izzy and Axl, because they seemed to be having an argument again and | know that if 
someone wasn't here to stop them biting each others heads off, the gloves would come off and blood would be 


spread throughout the room. 


| sighed. | wanted to see Slash but | needed to get him alone. | needed to tell him that | was a stupid prick and | 


should just believe him when he tells me he loves me. 


*Good plan. * 


"Thank you." 

Axl and Izzy both turned from their argument to give me a strange look before going back to the task at 
hand. The door were Steven had entered the next room was starting to open. My eyes were like saucers, 
awaiting the moment when | would soon see Slash again, get him alone and rock his fuckin’ world. Perfect. 
To my surprise, three figures walked through the door. Slash, Steven and some chick with her arms wrapped 
around Slash's neck. What the fuck was she doing there? That should be me. 

Slash looked around the room before his eyes finally set on me. He gave a little frown but soon cheered up 
when the girl gave him a kiss on the cheek. Holy shit what was she doing? | could practically feel my blood 
boiling, | could feel my hands clenching into fists. Who was this bitch? 

"Hey Slash who's the babe?" Izzy yelled drunkenly, and Axl gave a little whistle. 

"Hey fuck off you guys," Slash glared at Izzy and Axl before turning to face me and slowly grimacing. 


‘lm Cassandra," The girl at Slash's side announced proudly. | cringed. | hated her already. 


"Yeah. Cassandra's my-;" he looked at me again and he began to stutter. He looked a bit nervous, "She's my... 
uh..." 


She gave him a small nudge, "Girlfriend honey. The word's girlfriend” 


"Yeah... Right, girlfriend..that's the one," he laughed anxiously, giving me a small shrug and walking off with 


Cassandra on his arm. 

| followed the direction they walked with my eyes, and when they were gone, my entire being almost crumbled 
around me. That was it, the lowest point of my life. | felt so confused and vulnerable that if anybody had 
touched me | was sure | would completely dissolve into my own misery. | was heartbroken, and close to tears, 


which | held back. 


Steven walked over to me, putting a comforting hand on my shoulder. | turned to face him, quickly wiping an 


unwelcome tear from my eye. 


"You alright man?" 


He asked in a concerned voice. 
"lim fine," | lied, walking out the door quickly and racing up the stairs to my room. 


When | got in | immediately took my rage out on the room. | punched the walls and kicked the cabinets. | was 


too late. | _ had — blown it with him. 


"Fuck mel" 


| rested my head on the wall in exhaustion, and punched it ferociously, my teeth bared like a tiger ready to 


strike. But there was no one | would've rather hurt at that moment, than myself. 


Disclaimer: No harm or malice meant. No money is being made from this. 


The End 


That night | had to force myself into bed without running into Slash's room, which by the way is right beside 
my room. But | knew that Cassandra was there with him. That bitch, she's ruined everything that Slash and | 
could've had together. When did Slash meet her? It had to have been just yesterday, because that was when 
we had the fight in hospital. Or was it? Was | in hospital for more than a day, or was | in that thorny bush 
for more than a day? Jesus l'm confused, maybe | should go ask Steven what happened, 


| got out of my bed and slowly opened my room door. Stevens's room was way at the other end of the 


corridor. | didn't want to walk that far. 
*Duff, don't bother walking that far. * 
"le got to find out how long Slash has been seeing that bitch for. " 


So | slowly crept out of the door and out into the middle of the corridor. It was very dark. Too dark maybe. 
Holy shit I'm a little bit scared here, I've always had a sort of fear of the dark. 


| looked the whole way down the corridor until | figured where Steve's room should be approximately, and | 
made my way down. Suddenly | stopped, right outside Slash's room. Was that laughing | heard? My eyes diluted 


and my heart pounded in my chest. Woman laughter. It was — her —. 


*Damn, | hate her. I'm sure she's a complete bitch. l'm even more sure that she's crap in the sack. Oh yeah, | 


can tell by her..face. * 

| pressed my ear up against the door closely. | could hear a male and a female laughing. Slash, it had to be. 
| jumped back as | felt the door jerk open, and a very rough looking Slash appeared at the doorway, with a 
drunken smile on his face. It soon disappeared when he saw me standing, pale faced, in the doorway of his 
room. 


"Duh..um..w-what are you, um, doing here Duff?" he asked timidly, closing the door behind him. 


‘|.uh.. wanted to know what exactly happened to me at the hospital. | was going to ask Steven but..since you're 


here, ya know." 
"What do you mean?" He asked, raising an eyebrow. 


| was amazed. He seemed so unaware of anything; he looked as if we weren't even going through any 


predicament at all. He was acting like..like he didn't care. 


"Slash," | said meekly, a tear running down my cheek as | looked at him. He frowned, looking behind him at a 


beckoning Cassandra. 
"Slash, baby get back here. I'm not letting you go until I'm fully satisfied," she called. 


My eyes fixed on her and she stared back, smiling impishly. | mocked her smile back at her so that she just 
glared at me. Slowly | brought my gaze back to Slash, who looked guilty and sad. 


"Slash. What..why... who is that?" | asked, pointing to Cassandra, "Is she really your..girlfriend," my voice 
sounded strangled and constricted. | hated this. | hated listening to his little nervous laughs and pointless 
explanations. 


‘|... um..what she is, is.." he stuttered. | shook my head and put a finger to his lips. 


"Slash, save it. Have a nice time with your bitch," | said, loud enough so that she could hear. | heard her give a 


little yelp at my insult and | smiled to myself as | ran down the corridor to Steve's room. 
| knocked on Steven's door so hard I'm surprised it didn't break down. He wasn't answering. 
"Steven answer," | shouted through clenched teeth, drowning in my own tears. 

| felt a tap on my shoulder and | turned round. It was Slash. 


"Duff, | don't understand you. First you're mad because you think | don't love you, which is _ not — true, and 


now you're mad because | have a girlfriend. What do you want?" 
"Slash." 

The door opened, and Steven 's weary head popped out. 

"Alright.who the FUCK was knocking on my door at three in the fuckin morning?" He screamed. 


| walked into his room quickly, ignoring his questions at me and his moans at how early it was in the morning. 


His questions soon stopped when he saw the tears on my face. 
"Duff what the fuck's the matter dude, l've never seen you cry," he muttered, handing me a tissue. 
"That's cause my whole world has never crumbled at my feet before," | shouted, crying even harder. 


"Whoa man, why are you so upset all of a sudden? It's probably those drugs they gave you in hospital. All 


those used needles, yuck! You need to have your own needles in my opinion" 


"Steven." | looked up at him from the bed | had settled myself on, "It's not the needles. Or the drugs, or 
anything about the hospital.” 


"Well then what Duff? Are you sick or something? Do you have..love issues," sniggered Steven 
| looked at him. How the fuck did he know? 

"You could say that,” | whispered, wiping my eyes with the back of my palm 

"Is it that foxy nurse at the hospital?" he winked at me and | raised an eyebrow. 

"How did you know about her?" | asked 


"Oh, Slash told me about you and her kissing. He seemed a little annoyed about it though. | think he was in a bit 
of a bad mood the rest of the day actually. Hm..| wonder why?" 


| stood up to face Steve and looked him suspiciously in the eye. What was he getting at? And also, why wasn't 
he asking me how | got into that bush on the side of the road? 


"Steven." 

He looked at me, revealing one of his delicious toothy grins, 

"Hmmmm?" 

"How..Never mind," | sighed, before grabbing the box of tissues on his desk and walking out of the room. 

The next morning | ran down the stairs as fast as | could, so that | could eat my breakfast before Slash could 
come down, but | was too late. Damn my sleeping in. 

The rest of the band were all sitting around the breakfast table, eating their little faces off. But Slash wasn't 
there, and neither was Cassandra. | looked around the room and eventually saw a lank Slash, sitting in the 
corner of the room, smoking a cigarette. He swayed his head quickly and our eyes locked. He tried to smile but 
it wasn't working. | walked over to where he was sitting and stood over him, offering my hand to lift himself 
from the floor. He grabbed it and heaved himself up, though he was in a corner so when he was standing at 
full height, both of our bodies were pressed together. | was happy enough with where | was, because | needed 
to feel him again, it was comfortable. It felt right. But he moved back and | was left feeling cold and untouched. 
"Duff, | need to speak to you," he grabbed my hand trying to walk away with me, but | stopped him. 


"Where is she?" | asked, with probing eyes. 


"She..she's upstairs." 


"Slash?" 
ere 

"Did you fuck her?" | asked him, my eyes welling up suddenly, afraid of the answer, but dying to know. 
"_ What? _" 

"Slash, did you fucking fuck her!" | hissed, getting annoyed and impatient: 

He sighed, "No | didn't” 

| moaned with relief and held my palm to my heart. Thark god! 


He grabbed my hand and led me into the living room, which was trashed with beer cans and all kinds of crap 
from the previous night. Slash let my hand go and put his hand to his head in frustration. 


"Duff, | honestly don't know how to deal with you. You want me to love you but you won't accept the fact 
when | say that | do. | did not lead you on either, | just..l just didn't want to have sex that night because | 
wasn't fuckin’ ready to do that yet. Fuck | had only just come to terms with the fact that you loved me. All 
the things | was thinking like, ‘what would the band say? All these negative thoughts about people and places 
and thinking things like, ‘Holy shit Duff, why the hell did you have to tell me you fuckin’ loved me? But then, 
that night at the concert it all just hit me like fuckin’ lightning. | realised you couldn't help how you felt and | 
thought, ya know." 


He looked at me with pleading eyes, but | was just lost. He stomped his foot agitatedly 


"Duff, don't you understand — any_ of what l'm saying?" He shouted, putting both hands to his head and 
sobbing. He was sobbing for me. | nodded my head at him, 


"Yes | understand. But why..why the FUCK — her_?" | screamed, pointing to the door as if she was in the room 
with us. He looked up from his sobbing to me with chocolate eyes and | felt like melting. Fuck that's a cheesy 
thing to say but its true, | was melting. | covered my eyes so that | couldn't see him, 


‘Christ Duff why the fuck did you have to bring Cassandra into this? What are you doing?" he asked, ripping 


my hands away from my face. | looked up at him slowly. 


"Because..she's your girlfriend!" | said, trying to pry my hands away from his, but he wouldn't let go. | broke 
into pitiful sobs, begging him to let me go, but he wouldn't. 


"Slash please let me go, | don't want to..! don't want to hear about that FUCKIN: BITCH! | don't want to hear her 
name, why do you think | never say it!" | yelled, but he just held my hands tighter and pulled me closer to him. 


"No I'm not letting you run away. Cassandra.| shouldn't have to explain her to you, why do | have to explain 
this? | love you, | love you. |, Slash, love you, Duff McKagen! Haven't | said it enough times for you to believe 
me yet?" He said. 


| was hysterical; | was so happy that | could hardly breathe. | looked at him, the tears welling up in my eyes 
and my heart beating so fast. | threw my arms around him and kissed him on the lips. He hugged me tighter, 


his arms slipping around my waist and his hair tickling me. 


| heard a scream coming from behind me, and as | pulled my lips free of Slash's, | looked around to see a gob 
smacked Cassandra, standing in the doorway, with one hand on her heart and the other over her mouth. Her 
blonde hair fell all over her face and her chest was heaving. | gave her a big cheerful grin and looked at Slash, 
pressing my lips gently to his and turning around to give Cassandra a ‘Look what I've got;' look. She glared at 
me, and rushed over to Slash, grabbing his hand and trying to rip him from me. 


"Hey, get off bitch!" | yelled at her, taking his other hand and holding it: 
"Get off him Duff, what do you think you're doing to -my — boyfriend?" she squealed. 
| let go furiously and she dragged him to the other side of the room. She was really getting on my nerves. 


"Cimon Slash, let's get out of here," she said, pulling at his hand, her hair falling even more on front of her 


face. 
Slash looked at me and then faced her, giving her a big smile. 


"Okay babe, let's go," he said, pulling her over to the door. My mouth almost dropped to the ground. How could 
he do that? 


He walked over arm in arm with her and opened the door. He unlinked her arm from his and gently nudged her 
out of the door. She turned round for a kiss and all of a sudden, Slash slammed the door right in her face. My 
eyes lit up when | saw him do this, and | just lost all feeling in my legs and fell to the ground laughing. 


As soon as | stopped twisting and turning in my laughter and just lay on the floor, breathing heavily trying to 
catch my breath. All | could see was her puckered lips, waiting to receive a kiss from those absolutely to die 
for lips, but instead receiving about five splinters. | looked up at a Slash towering above me, smiling down. He 
was perfect. A few strands of my hair fell on front of my face and as | reached for Slash's outstretched 
hand, he took his other hand and smoothed the hair away. | hugged him and kissed his neck, all the way up 
until | got to his lips. 


"Jesus Christ | love you," | whispered. He laughed, taking my hand and dragging me out of the room and back 
into the kitchen 


Suddenly | had a thought, 


"Slash?" | said quickly. 
"What?" 


| want to show you something," | whispered into his ear, quickly biting it before anybody else could turn and 


see us unnaturally close. 
"What do you want to show me?" he asked, laughing nervously. 

"Follow me," | grabbed his hand and lead him out of the kitchen and into the open streets 
Quickly | ran ahead, leaving him to catch up with me. 


When | finally stopped he ran into me, knocking me to the ground playfully and landing smack on top of me, 


kissing me and cuddling his face into my neck 

"Ahhhhhh, get up!" | laughed, and he climbed up extra slowly on purpose. 

| pulled myself up after him, brushing off all the dust from my shirt with Slash voluntarily helping me. | 
laughed and kissed him hard on the lips out in the middle of an open street. | heard him gasp but he made no 
attempt to break away. 

When | finally let him go, | sneered at the scoffing passers-by and whispered to Slash, 

"Look in the window." 

He turned and saw the big poster of Guns 'n' Roses, hanging in the shop window. He looked at me, 


"Why'd you want to show me this?" he asked. 


‘Sentimental reasons," | said, wrapping my arms around his neck like it was in the picture. He smiled, grabbing 


hold of my arms with a hand. 

Like what reasons?" he asked suspiciously. 

| started to hum, ignoring his questions as if they were nothing. | just wanted to absorb this moment in time. 
Looking at the poster | could see my eyes, they were filled with joy at just being near him, but as | looked at 
my reflection in the glass, | saw a smile on my face bigger than any other I'd done before. And | don't know 


whether it was my imagination, but | don't think I've ever seen him this happy either. 


Slash, let's go," | muttered, unwrapping my arms from him and holding his hand. 


"Okay." 
| was about to walk on when | felt a yank on my arm. Slash wasn't moving. | nudged him, 
"Slash, come on" 


He was staring at the ground. When | looked down to see what he was looking at | had to hold back a little 


smile. 


"Who would do such a thing?" Slash gasped, looking down at the half broken bottle of Jack Daniels-- -My — 
half broken bottle of Jack Daniels. 


| twisted my hair nervously around my finger, and bit my bottom lip. 
"| have no idea Slash," | lied. 
"Despicable, this is outrageous, | should-;" 


| pressed my lips to his to shut him up, and began to drag him down the street by his hand. Luckily he 


followed 
"Duff?" 

ee 

"Is that a liquor store?" he asked, pointing to a little store at the corner of the street. | nodded my head 
"Did you know it was here?" he asked 


"lno | didn't," | lied, deciding it was best not to say that | knew it was there, or else I'd get a lecture on how | 


should always tell him when there is a liquor store nearby. 

"Duff, can we please go into it?" he asked, giving me big begging eyes. 

"Holy shit Slash not the eyes, please don't," | begged, but he just made them look even sadder. 
"Slaaaaaaassssshhhh," | moaned, folding my arms. 

He composed his begging position and cleared his throat. 


"Fine, I'll just go back to Cassandra, she'll let me drink," he said playfully, making his way down the street again 
| ran after him, jumping on top of him so that this time — he — fell to the ground. 


| was facing him and | could see his smile so clearly that it made me smile too. | kissed him lightly on the 
mouth and said, 


"Don't you even say that as a joke you little bastard" 

| stood up and pulled him from the ground as well 

"So can we go?" He asked 

| rolled my eyes, "Fuck, fine okay let's go, but hurry up please" 


He grabbed me around the waist and dragged me down the street and into the tiny store. The familiar pig- 
faced clerk turned around to look at his customers. 


"A bottle of Jack Daniels," said Slash, tapping his hand on the counter. Again the man turned and reached a 
bottle from the top shelf. 


| was looking around the store and as Slash was pulling out the money from his pocket, | turned to face the 
clerk He squinted his eyes, as if he was trying to figure out who | was but couldn't remember. | looked around 
nervously, but then a booming voice made me turn to the clerk again while quickly grabbing on to Slash's arm 
in fright. Slash looked at me and | cleared my throat trying to act casual. | looked to the store clerk, 

"I know youl" He cried, pointing to me. 

Slash looked to me, raising an eyebrow. 

"Uh..no ya don't," | said nervously, "I've never been here before." 

"Yes you have, the other day you bought a Jack Daniels here. From the top shelf, do you remember? ‘The 
biggest bottle you have, that's what you said to me. Then when | give you the bottle, you throw it at a store 
window. | saw you do it, the whole street did. Bit of a waste of money don't you think?" 

| glared at the clerk and turned my head to face a dumbfounded Slash. 

"You..you did it," Slash said accusingly, pointing a finger to my chest. "And you knew there was a liquor store 
herel" he gasped, handing the money to the man and grabbing the bottle of Jack close to him, as if he was 
trying to protect it from me. 

"Slash, | saw the poster, | was upset, | didn't know what | was doing," | said, trying to calm him down. 


He walked quickly out of the store, his pace quicker than mine. 


"Please Slash I'll make it up to you." 


He stopped and turned to face me. "How?" 


My face quickly turned from panicked to seducing. | pulled him close and whispered into his ear. He laughed and 
hugged me close to his chest before grabbing me around the waist again and pulling me back to the hotel. 


* Duffis Note* 


The band has broken up. I've finally left it, and | was the last person to leave Axl on his own. He was just too 
much for me. Now | understand why Slash had wanted to leave him, | understood why he had to quit, and what 
he meant whenever we had that fight. The fight that caused our three-year love affair, to be destroyed. He 
said that he couldn't quit the band knowing | was still in it, so he dumped me. Two months later and I've learnt 


my lessons from him. 

Slash made me see Axl in the limelight. He made me realise that Axl was just going to drive me crazy, and he 
did. | want to find Slash now, tell him he was right, but | won't. I'll just wander probably, until someday maybe, 
if Slash and | are meant to be, we'll be brought together again. 


l0 years later, Velvet Revolver was made. 
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lO Years Later 


Sitting in my limo, | can't figure out what | want to do. Do | want to go to the bar, or the strip club? Bar? 
Strip club? Which one? 


*So this is what my life has come to after ten years of quitting the band? A choice between a bar and a 
strip club? How pathetic! * 


| leant my head against the window and sighed. 


"What a life," | moaned sarcastically. This wasn't how I'd imagined life would be in ten years when | was with.. 
him. | thought my life would be spent waking up smiling, instead of waking up with the previous night's beer on 
my shirt. 


| always remember every once and a while all the times when Slash and | would act like love struck teenagers 
whenever we were together, and the times when Steven always caught us in the little room under the stairs 
and we would pretend we were looking for a bouncy ball l'd lost. Even though Steven knew | didn't own a bouncy 
ball, he'd nod his head and close the door again. 


| always felt an overwhelming urge to grab a phone and call everyone | knew until | found Slash again, but | 
never did. | guess | never really had the guts to face him, and | was afraid to meet him in case all of the old 
feelings would be gone, and it would be like we never even knew each other. | didn't want that to be the case 
with me and Slash. | would rather remember the times when we were in love, rather than a time when | didn't 


even know him. 
| banged my head against the window, *Damnit Duff, stop thinking about him. * 
"| can't!" | screamed. 


The limo driver looked around to see what the commotion was. | looked at him and behaved like everything was 


normal, 
"Yes?" | asked him. 


He shook his head and continued to drive down the road. Again | looked out the window, trying very hard not to 
bang my head through it. Thinking about him hurt so much but why? How could these feelings still be there 


after almost ten years of no contact with him? Suddenly | saw my salvation, and also made my tough decision 


at the same time. And it came in the form of, ‘Merlin's bar and Strip club: 


*Maybe there is a god after all?" 


Slash. 


I'm on the jet on my way to New York, and | still can't get this fucking chick off my case. She was supposed to 
be just a one night stand, instead she's hung around me for three days, and no matter how many times | try 
to get rid of her | can't. The only reason | chose her was because her hair was all blonde and frazzled looking. 


It reminded me of..him. 


| looked up from the guitar magazine that | was reading and again saw her sitting on the other side of the 
sofa, staring at me. Her hair was springing all over her face so that every few minutes she had to swipe it 
away. It made me sick She wasn't at all like Duff. She was no fun, she didn't mess around with me like he did. 
All she did was cling all over me and practically suffocate me with her constant kissing. She didn't hit a spot 
with me like Duff had. But then again, wasn't that the problem with — all _ the girls | had been seeing these 
past ten years? Weren't they all just lacking something that none of them had in the first place, and none of 


them would ever have? 


"Christine, why are you staring at me? You've been staring for the past hour and a half," | said through 


clenched teeth. 

She crossed her legs on the sofa and stared at me with her piercing green eyes. 

"Slash, what's the matter with you?" she asked, her head lowering innocently. 

"Whatever do you mean?" | muttered a little bit too casually. It almost got me suspicious. 


"Well, you've been reading that magazine upside down for the past hour," she muttered, grabbing the magazine 


from me and turning it the right way up, before handing it back to me again 

| was amazed at my own stupidity, 

"Oh right" 

"Yeah..so what's the matter?" she asked again, taking hold of my hand. | looked at her hand on mine. That's 
what Duff used to do when he thought something was wrong with me. A shiver went up my spine and | pulled 


my hand from hers quickly, 


"Don't do that again," | muttered to her. 


‘Sorry baby, l'm just worried about you, that's all. 


| had had enough with Christine. As much as she wanted to think she was, she wasn't my girlfriend, and | didn't 


love her, or anyone else for that matter. | didn't love anyone else, except for Duff. 
"Christine, you can't stay with me." | said, trying to be as nice to her as possible. | could see her eyes welling 
up. Oh god, her hair just reminded me of Duff. Jesus it was like | was leaving him all over again. The same 


tears in her eyes that were in his. | wanted to die-- | wanted to kill. | couldn't breath. 


"When we get to New York, | want you to leave. I'll give you money to live, get whatever you need, but | can't 


love you. | really want you to go," | said, my voice constricted and choking. 
The tears flowed down her smooth cheeks and on to her clothes. That was it, | couldn't sit and watch her cry. 


| heaved myself from the sofa and went into my bedroom, slamming the door as | went, and eventually flopping 


down on the bed. 


"Hey Charlie stop the car, | want to get out," | said to my limo driver. 
“Whatever you want sir," he said, calmly pulling up to the side of the road 

"Thanks." 

‘Hts what I'm paid for sir," he said, getting out of the car and opening the door for me. 
"Thanks," | said, getting out of the car and patting him on the shoulder. 

"No problem sir. What time would you like collected at?" 


| looked at my watch. It was seven o'clock now so | decided that midnight would be best to go at. That way I'd 
have a good night, but also be there long enough to get absolutely plastered. 


"Midnight Charlie if you wouldn't mind?" 

He was about to say something, but | interrupted before he said it, 
"Yeah | know, | know Charlie, it's ‘what you're paid for." 

| laughed to myself and walked up the steps and into the dark little bar. 


Inside there were women dancing on poles and men whistling all over the place. It was so fucking cool. This was 


the perfect place were | could occupy my mind from Slash. 
| walked up to the bar, dodging all the dancing people. 
"Jack Daniels," | said to the passing bartender. 


"No, my name's Gary Harrison," he replied The worrying thing was, he looked like he was being serious. | shook 


my head to him, 
"No, no can | have a — drink _ of Jack Daniels?" | repeated, trying to make it clearer. 
"Oh right," he laughed, "Sure, coming right up." 


| leant my elbow on the counter and looked around. It was an okay place | suppose. When | got pissed it would 
be like a second heaven to me, but right now it just looked..plain. 


"One Jack Daniels," the man said, slamming down a huge glass of Jack on the table. My eyes went like saucers 


at the sound of the glass hitting the metal counter. 


"Uh..thanks," | muttered, giving him the money and gulping down a mouthful of drink But out of the corner of 
my eye | saw the bartender still staring at me. | put down the glass and stared back at him. 


"Uh..what're you looking at?" | asked him suspiciously. 


“Are..are you..sorry it's just, you look a lot like..a guy in this band that broke up a little while ago. Are you, 
Duff from Guns 'n' Roses?" 


| sighed. Typical. | come here to get away from all that and here it is, right smack in my face again. | smiled 


and nodded my head. 

"Wow, can you sign me and autograph please, I'm a big fan of that band." 

He brought out a little picture of the band from under the counter and placed it on the table for me to sign. | 
almost spat out my Jack when | saw the picture. My arm around Slash's neck. Out of all the pictures he 
might've had, he had that one. | stared at the picture for, | don't know how long before the man finally had to 
ask me to sign the picture again. | shook myself to bring me back to my senses and signed the picture, right 
over the rest of the band, leaving Slash and | untouched. 

"There..there you go," | moaned, shakily giving him back the picture. 


“Thanks man," he said, before going into the back room. 


Okay so maybe that wasn't the best start to the night, but | still have another four hours left. Time to make 


some good use of them. 


Slash 
The plane's just landed and l'm handing Christine twenty thousand dollars to get out of my life. Her eyes were 
all red and puffy, and her hair was all blonde and frazzled, and as she walked away, all | could see was the back 


of Duff's head, that night when he walked out of the room after our fight. 


"Goodbye Slash," she turned and shouted, tears stains down her face, before she finally walked out of the 
airport door and into the city streets. | sighed, 


"I've lost Duff twice in the same decade." 
| felt a tap on my back. It was the limo driver | had called for. 
"Hey man, how are you?" | asked casually, shaking his hand. 


"Hello sir, I'm fine thank you. My name is Charlie; | will be your limousine driver. Where would you like to be 


taken to this evening?" he asked curtly, taking my bags in one hand and showing me out to the limo. 


"Uh," | wanted to say bar, but | didn't really think it would be appropriate, since | was trying to quit drinking.. 
sort of. 


"Yes sir?" he asked again, throwing my suitcases into the boot and opening the door for me to get in | jumped 
in quickly, and watched as he popped into the drivers seat. 


Maybe I'd go to a strip club? Take my mind off Duff for a while. 
"Uh..take me to a bar Charlie, or a strip club. ls there any you'd recommend," | sniggered. 


"Well, there is this little place that another passenger of mine stopped at. ‘Merlin's bar and strip club: How 
does that sound sir?" 


“Sounds great" 

When we got to the club, | decided that I'd stay until about twelve o'clock or so. It was eight now, so it would 
be best if | only stayed a short time. Four hours wasn't very long..well for me it wasn't. 

| hopped out of the limo and ran up the steps and into the bar. It was quite dark though. 


| walked through all the dancing couples, ignoring there curses at me, and seated myself on a little barstool at 


the end of the counter. The bartender walked by, 

"Jack Daniels?" | said, tapping my foot on the stool to the music. 

"You know, you're the second person to call me that today. 

"Huh?" | raised an eyebrow. 

"Oh wait, you mean the drink right? Ha, I'll get you one now" 

| was a little bit scared, 

"Yeah. thanks’ 

| hummed a bit of the song, ‘Sweet Child o Mine," because it reminded me of Duff. All the lyrics reminded me 
of him, and my mind was just plainly focused on him today, and yet | didn't know why. Maybe it was Christine? 
| dont know. 

"One Jack Daniels," the bar man said, clanking the glass on the counter. 


"Thanks." 


"Hey..you look like..are you Slash — out of Guns ‘n' Roses?" The man asked, his eyes going wide and excited 
looking. 


‘| _ was — Slash out of Guns ‘n' Roses. Not anymore." | said, taking a gulp of Jack again, trying to get a little 
drunk. 


"This is insane!" the man said, pulling out a pen and a picture for me to sign. "Would you mind man?" he said, 


pushing the pen and picture towards me. 
| didn't bother looking at the picture, | just signed it and handed it back to him. 


"Thanks," the man muttered, before going into the back room. 


By twelve o'clock | was plastered. What other words were there to describe me, but completely and insanely 
drunk? | kept making passes to every woman and stripper | seen, and they kept circling me like sharks. Hungry 
sharks. 


"Heya baby, want to have a good time," | remember one girl asking, and | think | threw up all over her top. She 


ran away screaming. 


The music was blasting in my ears so that | had to cover them tightly. | ran outside to see if Charlie was 


there. He was, thank god. 


Quickly | stumbled down the steps, laughing hysterically at nothing and jumped into the car. But Charlie didn't 


drive on. 
"Charlie, I'm fully fastened and fucking secure now can we DRIVE!" | shouted at him. 
"No sir, | have another man to collect at this same point. He should be out soon" 


"For fucks sake, fine. But DON'T put him in the same compartment as me. God knows what I'll do to him if you 
do," | mumbled, and lay down on the seat. 


Slash 
| tried to wrestle my arm back from the persistent stripper to see my watch. 
"Twelve o'clock already? Fuck!" | stuttered, trying to find the exit sign 


When | found it | stumbled down the steps and was about to get into the car when Charlie rolled down the 


window, 


"Sir, get into the other compartment of the car. | have another client tonight and he wishes not to be 


disturbed." 


| was too drunk to argue so | went to the second door and jumped in. immediately falling asleep. 


Duff. 

The limo jolted and | immediately jumped awake. 

"WHAT THE FUCK!" | shouted, asking Charlie why we had stopped so fucking suddenly. 
"We are at your hotel sir," he said simply. Getting out of the limo and opening my door. 
"Thanks Charlie," | gasped, slowly heading towards the front door of the hotel. 

| walked up the stairs and into my room. 


"Room.." | squinted, making sure it was actually my room, "Room..five zero one." 


| looked at my room key. This was my room. | walked in and just flopped on the bed. Burying my head in the 
pillows and letting my hair tickly my face. It reminded me of Slash's hair. 


"Oh god Slash.. miss you.” 


| was shaken awake by a pair of persistent hands. 
"What are you doing," | moaned, rubbing my eyes. 


"Sir, we are at this hotel, and if you wish you can stay here for a while, if you have no other place to stay. 


My other client was telling me that it was nice. He is staying here too. Would you like me to register you sir?" 
| nodded my head, "Thanks Charlie." 

He smiled and pulled my bags out of the boot and into the hotel lobby. | followed him. 

"Okay sir, you just wait for a few seconds and I'll get you your keys." 

| watched as Charlie walked away, and for the next five minutes, pondered why the walls were changing shape. 
"There is your key sir. You're room five zero two. Go ahead sir and I'll fill out these forms for you." 

| smiled drunkenly and made my way upstairs. Charlie was a nice man 


| walked down a long corridor of fancy rooms before coming across my own. | immediately fell over a coffee 


table that had been set in the middle of the room. 
"Fuck, that's dangerous,” | slurred. 
| searched around the room, and eventually found the bed. 


| flopped down on it to check the comfort levels. And when it was approved, | fell back on it and went to sleep. 


Duff 
The next day | woke up with a headache, 


"Oh Jesus," | yelled, pulling my tortured body up from the bed and walking out of the room in the clothes I'd 


worn last night. 
| staggered down the corridor and downstairs’ to reception. 


"Do you have any painkillers?" | asked the woman. She nodded her head and walked off in search for them. "Be 
back in a jiffy" 


"Yeah thanks." 


The music was roaring in my mind from last night. All the rock songs and the drums and the guitar. Oh the 
fucking guitar. 


*Slash, where the fuck are you. * | screamed to myself. 


Why didn’t | just leave the band with him? He begged me to leave with him but | didn't, and look at me now. l'm 


a wreck. 
The girl walked behind the counter again and handed me the painkillers. 
“Thanks babe," | said, swallowing two of the painkillers at once. 


| decided it was best to just get something to eat from the hotel vending machines. After all, | think the stink 


of hotel food would make me throw up the way | was feeling. 


| walked down the hallway and into a little space where there was two vending machines. | reached into my 


pocket for some change and inserted it in the machine, clicking the numbers to select what | wanted. 


Ten seconds later | was still waiting. 


"Oh fuck, that's so unfair!" | shouted, hitting the machine with my fists. "It's just my luck the machine's fucked 
up!" 


| stomped off down the corridor again and sat on the couch in the lobby. | decided that if nothing was going to 
go right, then | would sit and do nothing. 


| had woken up three hours ago and am now sitting beside the fucked up vending machine. | can't believe it isn't 


working, the bastard. 
"God, | wonder what other poor bastards have been duped by this machine," | kicked it. 


What was the point of me sitting here? It's not like | can do anything about it, | mean the machine is just 


broken. 


| heaved myself from the floor and dusted off my leather trousers. | missed Duff helping me to dust myself 
off when | was all..dusty. | missed Duff. 


*Slash, if it is meant to be then you will meet him some day again. * | thought to myself. 

| banged my head against the machine and sobbed. Why couldn't | have just stayed in that band for a few 
more months? For him. Was it too much to ask of me from him? He begged me to stay on for him but | 
wouldn't. | dumped him. | made the biggest mistake of my life. 

| quickly stepped away from the machine and wiped my eyes as | heard someone coming. It was a cleaner. 


| walked down the corridor and up to reception. 


"Oh, mister Hudson, we've been trying to get a hold of you all day. If you would just sign this register form 


for us with your full name we can certify your stay here. Thank you.” 


She pulled out a register form with a whole bunch of names on them. | looked down the list quickly and signed 


my name. | was just about to give the register back when | saw a familiar name. 
"Michael McKagen!" | whispered. My heart sped up. "Duff!" 


My breathing was shallow and tears were coming to my eyes. | looked to the woman at the desk. She looked 


concerned, 
"Are you alright sir?" she asked. 
‘| .how..ls Mr McKagen staying here at the minute?" | asked her, holding her hand desperately for an answer. 


"Um..yes. He was sitting on that chair a few minutes ago, but he saw a name on the register and left in a bit 


of a rush down the corridor. 
"A name? Whose name?" | asked, squeezing her hand tighter. 
"Ouch, | think his name was..Saul" She whimpered, trying to gain rights to her hand again 


"Thank you so much," | said, kissing her in the heat of the moment before running down the corridor. 


Duff 


Slash is in this hotell He's in this hotel and he has been all along. | don't believe how stupid I've been not even 


seeing him here, and he's been here all night. 


First this woman asks me to sign this register. | see his name and l'm running full speed down nearly all the 


corridors in this hotel. Still | can't find him. 


"SLASH!" | yell finally, almost losing hope of finding him. No answer. 
"SLASSSSHHHH!" | yell again, beginning to run down the corridor again. 


What room did the register say he was in? Five zero two. The one exactly beside my fucking room. 
| pounded up the stairs, almost falling into an old woman on the way but | had no time to apologise. 
Passing my room | stood banging at Slash's door. 


| ran upstairs and down three corridors before finally seeing him. | stopped dead in my tracks. All my love and 
feelings just erupted to the surface and it felt perfect. Seeing him standing, knocking on my room door was 
perfect. He knew | was here. 

My heart jerked and | put my hand on my chest. Love is fucking brilliant. | felt exactly the same as | did when 
| first fell in love with him. | felt like my life was complete again. | didn't need Christine's hair..l had the real 
thing right on front of me. 

He hasn't seen me yet though, and I'm taking complete joy in just watching him. It looked like he was crying. 
"He's crying!" | whispered to myself. 


"No, l'm not going to watch him cry," | thought, but | was pinned to the spot. | was completely in awe of him. 


| banged at his door, tears of frustration running down my cheeks. 
"Slash, please be here. I'm tired of running, | love you, | want you here again, please. | fucking miss you man" 


It was no use. No one was answering, no one was in. | banged my head on the door and turned to walk down the 


hallway, and | saw him. Standing there, hand poised and sunglasses on. 
My heart, it was..crying. It was crying with love and relief. 


| couldn't think of anything to do but stare at him. 


Finally | got so overwhelmed that | just ran to him, smiling as | jumped on him and he fell to the floor. 

| kissed him all over his face and mouth. Drowning him in all the love that | had kept to myself for all these 
years. Feeling all the familiarity of him, and revelling in the fact that he was returning all the kisses, hugging 
me and not in the least bit different. 


"Slash | love you. For all these past ten years | haven't been able to stop thinking about you. You were right, 


Axl drove me crazy because | didn't have you to be there with me." 
"Duff. love you more than you'll ever know." 
| kissed him again and hugged him, before helping him from the floor. 


We made our way down to the lobby by using the elevator. That way we didn't have to take the risk of falling 


down the stairs while we were getting..uh, reacquainted. 
| walked over to the woman at the reception desk. 
‘Oh, Mr Hudson, Mr McKagen.| see you've found each other," she smiled. 


| looked at Slash and smiled at him, "Yes..we have." 


One year later. 
| walked in to Slash's dressing room. 


"C'mon baby, we have to get on set for the video," | shouted, sitting on the chair at the side of his room, 
"Matt's throwing another hissy fit.” 


"Holy fuck not again. Is his face all red and ballooned?" he laughed. 


‘Slash..does the word tomato, put your questions at ease?" | laughed, getting up and wrapping my arms around 
his shoulders. 


It says more than | could have imagined,” he chuckled. 
| kissed him and told him to hurry before walking out of the room. 
| walked over to Scott, who was smoking a cigarette and trying to calm down a hysterical Matt. His eyes lit up 


when he saw me, and he came rushing down in his little silver trousers. | wanted to laugh but it seemed 


impolite. | liked his style anyway. He put his arm around me and asked me if Slash was ready yet. 


"No Scott, he'll be out soon | promise.” 

"Good, well tell him to hurry. | think we've got another Axl on our hands." 

| laughed and went over to Slash's dressing room, banging the door. 

"Hurry up!" | yelled. 

The door opened, and there stood a topless Slash, with skintight trousers on and boots. | looked him up and 
down, and | think | was foaming at the mouth. He was..gorgeous. He smiled at me and kissed my open mouth. | 
laughed, 

"lm glad you took the extra time," | said, putting an arm around his waist and leading him onstage. 

"You would be," he grinned, before picking up his guitar and putting the strap over his shoulder. 


| quickly grabbed my bass and covered my ears as | ran past a screeching Matt behind the drums. 


When everyone was in position and ready start shooting the first ever Velvet Revolver song, Slither. | quickly 
ran over to Slash, held his hand tightly and whispered, 


"This is it Slash. A new band, another chance. Are you ready?" 
He squeezed my hand tighter in his, 


| was born ready Duff," he laughed, before quickly letting go of my hand and ripping out the introduction 


chords. 
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